CHAPTER 44 


May 27, 2011 


“All right everyone, settle down. Our candidates will now introduce their cabinets 
before you are dismissed to cast your votes.” 


Justin puffed some hot air from the opposite side of the door to the auditorium. 
Technically, he was supposed to be sitting on stage with his cabinet like Hisako and 
Yosuke were, but he had something else in mind. 


“Alright, your friend in position, Chie?” 
“Just texted her a moment ago, Yumi’s all set.” 


Yukiko passed a look of surprise over to Chie as she shuffled through the text 
messages on her cell phone before putting it in her pocket. 


“Yumi? You mean Yumi Ozawa?” 


Chie nodded her head, though that only seemed to surprise Chie more. She sighed 
Slightly. Chie knew Yukiko just sort of assumed Yumi would want no affiliation with 
Justin’s campaign; plus, it was hard to believe that she would just accept the duty 

she had been given. If she did it wrong, there could be a lot of backfire. 


“Yeah, | was a bit surprised too, but apparently she thought Justin’s performance 
was really dramatic, and you know how she gets about that stuff.” 


“| see...” Yukiko added, still slightly confused. Yeah, Yumi was into drama, but this 
still seemed a bit out of character for her. 


“Hey, thanks for doing this Kanji.” Justin said turning his attention to bulking mass 
standing beside him. Kanji responded by sniffling slightly. He had caught a pretty 
nasty cold from being in the television, or at least, that’s where they thought he 
caught it. Justin almost felt bad dragging him out to the school when he was sick 
like this, but he didn’t have much choice. Apparently the entire cabinet had to be 
there so they can confirm they are indeed part of the cabinet and didn’t just have 
their name written down involuntarily. Justin thought that was the stupidest thing he 
ever heard, even if the rule was pretty much there to stop Justin from doing exactly 
what he did. 


“Yeah... Really wish you would have asked me before signing me up...” He groaned 
Slightly as the words left his mouth. Justin was surprised at how cool Kanji was being 
about all this. Yeah, he didn’t want to be secretary, but he played along anyway. 


“If it’s any consolation, this is the only time you need to show up for anything.” 


“I can go home after the assembly right?” He said, sneezing afterwards. 


“| don’t see why not.” Justin and Kanji exchanged a quick nod before turning back to 
Chie and Yukiko. “All right, | got all the stuff ready for when we walk out, you guys 
know the drill, right?” 


“Sorta...?” Chie spoke up. All she had heard was Justin’s proposal of what they were 
doing. She had a vague idea of what they were all supposed to be doing, but it’s not 
like they rehearsed or anything in advance. 


“Perfect. Let’s get ready then.” 


“Where the hell is he?” Yosuke spoke in an aside to Yu as they waited for Hisako to 
finish introducing his cabinet and give a few last words. 


Yu responded with a simple shrug. Even though he was part of Yosuke’s cabinet, he 
really didn’t want Yosuke to win for two reasons. The first being that Justin really 
could not afford the money he put on this bet, the second being that if Yosuke won, 
then Yu would have to do student body work; something he had no intention of 
doing ever. Yosuke sighed slightly, his eyes focusing back on Hisako, but his words 
still being passed over to Yu. 


“Who do you think is in Justin’s cabinet? Doesn’t he only know like two people 
besides from us?” 


“| was wondering that myself.” 

“Knowing him he probably elected himself for all four positions.” 
“Can you do that?” 

“Hell no. But he’d probably do it anyway.” 


Yosuke turned his attention fully to Hisako as his eyes glanced him giving a slight 
bow of his head, indicating his announcement was over. Thank god; Yosuke couldn’t 
listen to a word more of that bullshit. Sure enough, Hisako had that smug look on 
his face again when he sat down. Not for long though, Yosuke was going to mop the 
floor with his egotistical ass, just watch. 


“Thank you Hisako, our next candidate Yosuke Hanamura of Room 2-2 will now 
introduce his cabinet.” 


“Showtime.” Yosuke joked, a wide grin on his face as he and his entire party made 
his way over to the podium. He smirked slightly before positioning the microphone 
appropriately to his face. 


“Hello fellow students of Yasogami High, my name’s Yosuke Hanamura. Rather than 
give you the same speech you all heard Monday, I’m going to cut straight to the 
chase. My Vice President is former presidential candidate Daisuke Nagase.” 


The crowd burst into a fit of applause, as Daisuke took an overly dramatic bow. 
Yosuke couldn’t help but chuckle. With Daisuke’s fanbase, there was no way in hell 
he could lose to Justin. This was in the bag now. 


“Accompanying him is our star basketball player, Kou Ichijo as Treasurer.” 


Kou took a much stiffer version of the bow Daisuke had given earlier, and was 
greeted with much less applause. Which was strange given that Kou was just as 
popular as Daisuke, if not more. 


“Finally, taking on the role of Secretary; the actually sane transfer student, you may 
know him as that one guy that is in every single club.” 


“Am not.” 
“Yu Narukami!” 


There was a reasonable amount of applause, much to Yu’s surprise. He gave a quick 
wave of his hand to the audience, a straight expression on his face, before their 
applause died down. Yosuke put on a slight smirk as he turned his head to Yu. Yu 
gave a Slight shrug. He didn’t think people really knew him all that much, let alone 
enough to beat Kou in a show of applause. Yosuke chuckled slightly before turning 
back to the microphone. 


“I’m going to finish this up quickly so you can all get to voting. Thank you all for 
your patronage, and | hope to receive your votes.” 


Yosuke gave a quick nod before the four of them walked back to their seats, 
Yosuke’s arms crossed. He didn’t need a particularly compelling speech for his final 
words. Justin hadn’t even shown up, which meant he had probably dropped out. On 
top of that, he had Daisuke. There was no way Justin would be able to top that; even 
with his crazy speeches. 


“Thank you Yosuke. Our final speaker today was supposed to be Justin Tylor of 
Room 2-2. However, since it appears that he is not present at this point of time, you 
will now be dis-“ 


The teacher’s speech slowed to a crawl as the sound of buzzing could be heard over 
the speakers, the lights in the auditorium slowly fading down. Yumi was currently up 
in the lighting and sound booth for the auditorium, fiddling with the lights and 
audio, as per Justin’s plan. Everyone in the audience seemed surprised as the lights 
turned completely off, the auditorium near completely black. 


“Wh-what’s happening.” Yosuke exclaimed, slightly concerned. He knew Justin was 
behind this in some way; he just didn’t know how yet. 


Suddenly, where the speakers had originally been blaring static, the sound of a 
guitar could faintly be heard, drums and bass jumping into back it up. The audience 
turned to each other a little confused what was going on. They heard music, that 
was for damn sure, though they weren’t sure why, or how, or what in the hell was 
going on. The guitar riff played for maybe a good twenty or so seconds before it 
seemed to solidify, the guitar’s tone growing heavy, the bass jumping into give it an 
extra boost of power, the drum rhythm slowly transferring from a militia rhythm to 
a more familiar rock pattern. 


And at the exact moment the instruments all seemed to converge in one intense 
measure of instrumental power, a blue spotlight flickered on out to where the door 
to the auditorium had been, Justin, Chie, Yukiko, and Kanji all walking through, 
sunglasses on their heads, purposely moving in slow motion. The crowd went nuts 
almost immediately once they realized what was going on. Hell, even the history 
teacher didn’t so much as hesitate to move out of the way to give them room to do 
their thing. Yosuke and Yu’s jaws practically hit the floor as they saw the scene 
unfolding before them. 


The four continued to work as though they had been in some movie, their footage 
slowed down to a crawl. For a bunch of people who hadn’t practiced, they had been 
pretty damn convincing, though they might have owed part of that to the spotlight 
flickering on and off in a strobe light pattern. They continued to walk like this for a 
while. Hell, they did for a good few measures of the song, Kanji having turned to the 
audience for a brief moment as he walked, lowering his sunglasses in a needlessly 
dramatic fashion. Of course, this all changed as the group suddenly reached for 
their shades, throwing them over their shoulders as the vocals kicked in, inciting the 
crowd only further. 


Transmission third world war third round 

Decade of the weapon of sound above ground 

No shelter if you're looking for shade 

| lick shots at the brutal charade 

As the polls close like a casket on truth devoured 

Silent play in the shadow of power a spectacle monopolized 

The camera's eyes on choice disguised 

Yosuke couldn’t help but turn to Yu, his voice quivering ever so slightly. 


“Y-Yu...? We’re fucked aren’t we?” 


“So fucked.” 


Justin slowly turned his head to the audience, flipping them off in slow-motion, 
though that only seemed to excite them more. Justin loved how you could be a 
complete dick in slow motion, and everyone would love you for it. Kanji was right 
behind Justin giving finger guns to a few of the people in the front row. Justin 
smirked slightly, making sure his mouth curved up wards in slow motion as well. 
Kanji was really getting into it, much to his amusement. Yukiko didn’t really do 
anything other than walk in slow-motion, but then, Justin had barely been able to 
convince her to do the sunglasses thing. Chie had settled for just stretching her 
arms as she walked. But it was in slow-motion, so it was okay. 


More for Gore or the son of a drug lord 
None of the above fuck it cut the cord 
Lights out, guerilla radio 

Turn that shit up 


The group slowly surrounded the podium as Justin made his way to the microphone, 
a huge smirk on his face as he looked into the audience. And for the first time in the 
last good minute or so, he did something at regular speed, crossing his arms in an 
x, just inches away from his face, shaking them back and forth slightly as the crowd 
cheered. The music softened only slightly to allow the audience to hear Justin speak 
as he leaned into the microphone, chest inches away from the podium top. 


“Ladies and pricks of Yasogami High. | am Justin Jeremiah Tylor; though you can all 
call me King, if you so please. | stand in front of you today because the system is 
forcing me to present to you my running cabinet for this year’s elections. Allow me 
to introduce my Vice President. You may know her as the girl that kicks ass, then 
doesn’t take names because she’s too busy kicking more ass. Chie Satonaka!” 


The audience roared up again slightly, though it was clear some people in the 
audience were a little confused by her position in the cabinet. Justin could 
particularly hear two guys up front talking about her. 


“Chie? He’s not serious right?” 
“What the hell is she going to do? Eat steak?” 
“| know, right? She’s such an idiot.” 


Justin coughed slightly as the two looked up to him; completely unaware he had 
picked up the microphone and shoved it right in their faces. Chie’s face was bright 
red, a combination of rage and embarrassment. She wasn’t sure who she was more 
pissed off at; the two assholes in front insulting her in plain sight, or Justin, who had 
put a microphone up to them so everyone could hear. 


“Oh uh... | mean...” 


“Hey just a word of advice,” Justin spoke up, “If you’re going to talk shit about my 
girl, you should do that when we're not all standing two feet away from you. Now 
get the fuck out of my auditorium!” 


And just like that the awkward tension Justin had created shifted into another 
uproar. Justin felt good; he had just served two assholes for insulting Chie, AND got 
the audience’s approval. Justin chuckled slightly as the two forced their way out of 
the door; a walk of shame to be sure. 


“Next up, you know her, you love her; she’s the only person in this school with an IQ 
larger than 12. Give it up for Yukiko Amagi.” 


The crowd cheered, much louder than they had for Chie, much to her 
disheartenment. She knew people would be more enthused by Yukiko’s presence in 
the cabinet than her, but all the same she felt like complete crap knowing that 
people were more excited about the Treasurer than the Vice President. Yukiko gave 
a faint smile and wave of her hand, her face red with embarrassment as the crowd 
clamored in excitement. 


“And finally, introducing my Secretary of state. You may know him as the guy who 
you owe being able to sleep at night without hearing bikers; the hulking behemoth 
himself, Kanji Tatsumi!” 


Kanji wasn’t exactly pleased with his description, but then, Justin and Kanji didn’t 
really know each other all that well, so he just went along with it. He crossed his 
arms in a slightly aggressive pose, as the audience half cheered. A lot of people 
were confused as to why Kanji, the guy who never showed up at school, was 
running for Secretary. Kanji simply sneered at those people though. It didn’t really 
get to him when people acted like that around him anymore. Justin and Kanji 
exchanged another quick nod before he turned back towards the microphone. 


“The show must go on ladies and gentlemen. Today, we depart for the Garden of 
Madness. Eye of the Tiger, Viva la Revolution. Believe in the me that believes in the 
you that believes in yourself that believes in the me that believes in that one guy all 
the way in the back that believes in the me that doesn’t believe in Yosuke. Make 
sense? No? Good. That’s because you're a fucking idiot if you’re still undecided. 
Fuck you all, we’re out. Peace.” 


Once more Justin pushed the microphone off the podium as the four of them walked 
off with him, strobe lights flashing once again as they made their way out; at 
regular speed this time, much to Yosuke’s relief. It wasn’t until they were 
completely offstage that Yosuke thought it would be safe to speak up. After all, if he 
pissed Justin off, he just might stick a microphone in his face. 


All, hell, can’t stop us now 


All, hell, can’t stop us now 


“That guy is batshit insane...” Yosuke spoke under his breath as the lights stopped 
flickering, the music dying out slowly. 


“Sanity’s overrated.” Daisuke added as a joke. He had been laughing hysterically at 
Justin’s speech again. Hell, it wasn’t a very good speech, but he looked like he was 
having fun doing it. As far as Daisuke was concerned, that was the entire point of 
running in these elections; to have fun. 


“I can’t believe he got Kanji on board...” Yu added, jaw dropped in awe. 


“What the hell was that for!?” Chie screamed at Justin, smacking him upside the 
head as the door closed behind them. Justin rubbed his head slightly, his neck still 
crocked to the side from the blow, though other than that, he seemed unfazed by 
Chie’s attack. 


“| did a lot of fucked up stuff in the last two minutes, you’re gonna have to be more 
specific.” 


“You know damn well what I’m talking about! Why would you put the microphone in 
their face like that!?” 


“To send a message. That no one fucks with us.” Justin’s eyes dropped into an 
intense glare. This wasn’t even one of his jokes; he was dead serious. Chie’s glare 
softened slightly when she realized Justin had meant that as a way of getting back 
at those assholes for talking shit about her, yet all the same, she was still sort of 
pissed at the lack of tact he had shown while doing it. 


“I’ve never been so humiliated in all my life.” 


Justin lowered the angle on his head slightly, though his pupils did not move from 
her face. Stop giving me that look Justin; | know what | said. He awkwardly chuckled 
when Chie’s facial expression refused to budge from her disapproving stare. 


“Alright, alright. I’m sorry.” He said, laughing slightly. “But on the bright side, now 
you don’t have to worry about people talking behind your back.” 


“If the alternative is broadcasting it over the speakers, I'll take ‘behind my back.’” 


Justin shrugged slightly. Clearly Chie was pissed at him; nothing he said was going 
to calm her down anytime soon. He just had to give her sometime and she’d get 
over it. Instead Justin turned his attention to Kanji, who had started sneezing up a 
shitstorm once they left the assembly. He had been holding it back the entire time 
he was up on stage. After all, you can’t sneeze in slow-motion. 


“Good job out there Kanji.” 


“Huh? Oh... Uh... Thanks?” He sniffled slightly as the sentence left his mouth. Justin 
chuckled silently to himself. 


“So anyone know when the results come in?” 


“Tomorrow, | believe.” Yukiko spoke up, her face still red from their escapades on 
the stage. Geez, she really is uptight, isn’t she? 


“Hey, you guys don’t mind if | head home right?” Kanji managed to sneak the words 
out in between another sneezing fit. 


“Huh? Yeah, sure. Sorry we had to drag you out here like this.” 


“It’s no problem, but this is a onetime deal.” Kanji added. He was serious, though it 
certainly didn’t seem malicious. 


“Believe me; | have no intention of ever running for president again.” 


December 6, 2009 
“Seriously, stop doing that.” 


Maya had snuck into Justin’s house early that morning after his parents had left. 
Both of them had called into school sick, for obvious reasons. Especially in Justin’s 
case. Sure they were both a bit shaken by what had happened last night, but Justin 
couldn’t sleep. He felt sick to his stomach the entire night through. Turned out, he 
had actually managed to make himself sick with concern. His father was more than 
a little reluctant to let him stay home over something as petty as a cold, but Justin 
managed to convince him when he went running to the bathroom and vomited 
enough to fill the entire toilet. 


All the same, there they had been, Maya sticking her hand in and out of the 
television screen over and over again with extreme fascination, Justin fretting with 
concern each and every time her hand jabbed through the screen. Obviously 
sticking your hand into a television couldn’t possibly be safe, after all... right? 


“Oh will you calm down already.” 


“You don’t know what’s on the other side! For all you know you could be sticking 
your hand into a blender.” 


“Pretty sure | would feel that.” Maya added sarcastically, though Justin did bring up 
a valid point. She didn’t know what was on the other side, but she’d be lying if she 
said she wasn’t curious. She bit her bottom lip slightly. She knew one way of 


figuring that out, but she wasn’t sure if she was willing to risk it; and god knows 
Justin would just spaz out. Still... 


“I... I’m going to try something. Promise you won't freak out.” 

“What? What are you planning--“ 

“Promise.” 

“No seriously, what the hell are you doing that you need to tell me not to frea--“ 
“Just promise me, dammit!” 


Justin shook his head slightly to the sides. He already knew he would, just given the 
fact that Maya felt the need to warn him in advance. All the same, he knew she 
wouldn’t stop asking him to promise her until he said yes; and it’s not like he had to 
keep his word on this. 


“Alright fine. Jesus.” 


Maya gave Justin a quick nod, before turning her attention to the screen. She 
tapped it once more, confirming that she wasn’t crazy about this whole television 
screen thing, before sticking her head through to the other side. Justin of course 
started to freak out immediately. Fingers are one thing, your head is another. 


“Maya, are you out of your mind!?” 
“Hey! You promised!” 

“| lied!” 

“Clearly!” 


There was a brief pause, Maya’s shoulders moving along with her head as she 
scanned the inside of the screen. 


“Whoa...” 


“Whoa? Whoa what? Good whoa, bad whoa? Whoa-is-me? Give me some info here 
Maya.” 


“There’s an entire city on the otherside.” Justin’s eyebrow raised. An entire city? 
What the hell was going on? 


“A city? What the...” 


Justin was going to finish that sentence when he noticed Maya throw forth more of 
her body into the screen. She wasn’t just going to stop at looking; she intended to 
go all the way in. Justin quickly grabbed her by the leg as she started to push her 


body through the other side. Justin had hoped to drag her both out to the world of 
the living, but instead he found himself being dragged part-way through the screen. 
His eyes widened as he noticed half of him on one side, and half on the other. He 
was confused as to how he even managed to pass the television screen barrier... 
Unless... Maybe he got through because he was in direct contact with Maya. And 
since he was half way through, if he were to lose contact with her... Whatever 
happens, do not let go of her leg... 


Justin closed his eyes in fear for a good fifteen seconds or so before opening his 
right eye slightly. It... It was a city on the inside. He opened his other eye and 
turned around to look at their entrance. Of course, you can imagine his fear when 
he found there was no entrance. It was completely empty where they had just 
emerged from. Justin blinked a few times in confusion as he forced himself off the 
pavement he had been laying on. Maya had already stood up mere seconds before 
him. 


“What the hell is this place?” Maya spoke up in a loud whisper. 


“F-Forget what this place is; how the hell do we get out?” Justin added on panicked. 
Fuck the safety concerns for a moment here; if his father called him while he was 
stuck wherever this place was, he would be a dead man for sure. Maya turned 
around a shocked look on her face as she noticed there was no entrance. 


“Wh-Where’s the exit...?” 
“| don’t know! Shitshitshitshitshitshit!” 


“Alright, alright, calm down... It has to be around here somewhere, right? M-maybe 
it just doesn’t look like a TV on this side. Yeah, yeah that’s it!” 


“Oh? And what do you assume it looks like, a fucking dumpster!” 
“It could be. Let’s look around, see if we can find something.” 


Justin placed his finger against his chin for a moment, his bottom lip clenched 
between his teeth. He was concerned about not having an exit, but... Something 
about this place itself struck him as off. 


“Doesn't this place look kind of familiar?” 


“Yeah now that you mention it... | swear I’ve seen that building before.” Maya said 
pointing to an old, brick building. It was about three floors high, and was made of 
brick; though the brick seemed to have been covered in moss, its stone like texture 
cracking away with age. It was hard to make out details with all this... green fog? 
Wait, why the hell is there fog here, and why the hell is it green? Justin placed his 
forehead in his palm, a migraine hitting him like a freight train. Shit, this makes NO 


sense! What in the hell is going on!? Suddenly Maya’s eyes widened, having been 
starring at the building for a while. 


“Shit, now | Know where I’ve seen it! It’s that old apartment building down the 
street from our hang out spot.” Justin’s eyes opened in agreement. It WAS the old 
apartment building, but... What was it doing here? And why did it look so old? 
Looking around the street, Justin was able to identify building after building in 
relation to the apartment building. All of them he had seen before, and yet all of 
them were here, broken and crumbling a way. 


“| don’t get it... Why is everything all worn away?” 


“| don’t know... We can figure that out later though, right now, let’s look around. 
We might find something.” 


“You think that’s a good idea? | mean, who knows what’s up with this place; who or 
what could be out there. Do you really think venturing out into god knows where is 
going to end well?” 


“It’s better than just standing here and dying of old age!” 


Justin sighed slightly as Maya took the lead, her head rotating about as she took in 
all the sights. So this is how / die, he thought before carefully following Maya into 
the unknown. 


May 28, 2011 


Justin woke up in a cold sweat, his eyes wide with fear. He puffed at the ear heavily. 
It wasn’t necessarily a scary dream, until he realized something. This place he had 
just seen in his dream... That was where Teddie had lead him and the team when 
they were searching for Justin’s shadow. There has to be a connection; it just 
couldn’t be a coincidence. Justin jumped out of bed, pushing his torn apart sheets 
off of his body in the process, as he ran down the stairs. 


On the kitchen counter, hidden on the side of the microwave oven, was a notebook. 
In it contained every detail of every dream Justin had had. He had even written 
down the incident with the gun, hoping to make some more connections; but alas, it 
seemed that was going nowhere. He quickly pulled the notebook out from its 
compartment before scribbling some words down within it’s confines. 


December 6. Maya and | entered the television. Ended up in old worn down city. 
Same city as alleyway/the place my shadow showed up. 


Why torn down? Significance? 


Be on look out for possible connections. 


Justin slammed his pen on the table before slipping the notebook back in its original 
location. He didn’t have a lot to go on, so it was a short entry; but he needed to 
write it down anyway. He sighed slightly before looking up at the digital clock on his 
microwave. 1:46. Justin groaned. It was too early for this shit; not to mention he had 
enough on his mind with the elections as it was. He slid his feet towards the living 


room and plopped his backside against the couch. He was too tired to make his way 
back up to his bed. 


“Why can’t things ever be simple?” He whispered to himself. Moments later he 
drifted back off into a dreamless slumber. And for that, he was grateful. 


